WALTER SAVAGE LAND OR.           43
Descending on them like a dove Has taken all earthly sense of thought away but love.
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All sweet, all sacred, all heroic things,
All generous names and loyal, and all wise, With all his heart in all its wayfarings He sought, and worshipped, seeing them  with his
eyes In very present glory, clothed with wings
Of words and deeds and dreams immortal, rise Visible more than living slaves and kings, Audible more than actual vows and lies : These, with scorn's fieriest rod, These and the Lord their God, The Lord their likeness, tyrant of the skie^